MARIE'S WEDDING GOWN
heights of Froidefontaine. Bands of violins played on all

sides, groups of peasants were cheering-----Marie had arrayed

herself again in her Strasbourg wedding gown of flowered
silver brocade. Her heart beat fast as she felt her coach stop.
A valet flung open the door and let down the footboard.

When Marie saw Louis all radiant like a lover, standing a
little way off, her heart sang for joy; she walked towards him
and was about to kneel in greeting when he raised her up
very quickly and kissed her several times with such sharp
vivacity that her eyes filled with tears. A murmur of ad-
miration ran through the assembled Court. Louis had never
before kissed a woman.

The next day, September 5th, her bridal day, she arrived
at half-past nine in the morning at her suite of rooms in the
Palace of Fontainebleau. Louis was so impatient that he had
already visited her very early. The wedding toilette took
three hours to complete; the putting on of each garment
seemed to be weighed down with endless etiquette: the
princes and princesses and all titled ladies were privileged to
assist. Against her will, two blots of violent rouge were
applied to her cheeks: she was told it was usual. She wore a
crown of diamonds closed by a double fleur-de-lis, Louis'
gift, and a gown of violet velvet bordered with ermine and
sown with golden fleur-de-lis and diamonds, and lastly a
heavy royal cloak. She found it extremely difficult to move,
and walking was almost a feat of strength. At last she was led
in a long procession to Louis' room. He was in brocade with
a cape of golden Spanish lace; an enormous diamond held up
one side of his white-feathered hat. Clasping each other's
hands, Marie and Louis set out for the chapel by the gallery
of Frangois I between a double row of body-guards. The
players of trumpets, fifes and drums were followed by the
heralds, the knights of the Saint-Esprit and innumerable
other distinguished personages.
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